


The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Haueyou fo {lander any moments leifure 

As to giue words or talke with the. Lord Hamlet, . 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your waies. 

Opbe. Ifhall obey, my Lord. Exeunt ’ 

' Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Mar ct Hut.. 

Ham. The airc bites fliroudly, it is very cold,. 

Hora. It i> nipping, and an eager. aire. 

Ham. What hourenow ? 

Hora . I thinke itlackes.of twelue. 

JMar. .No, it is firooke 

Hora , IndeedjI heard it not, it then drawes neere thefeafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke A.floHrifh offrm 
What does .this meane my Lord ?. pets, and two Peecesenstf, 
Ham. The King doth walke to night and takes his rowfe, ' 
Keeps waflcll and the fwaggering vp-fpring reeles : 

And as he draines his drafts of Rhenifh downe, 

The Kettle Drumme and Trumpet,' thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge, . \ 

Hera. Is it a.cufto.roe.?; , ,,, . 

Ham. I marric ift, 

But to my mind, .though Tam natiueheere ^ “ 

And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 

More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance, . 

This heauie-hcadedreuell Raft and Weft 
Makes vs traduc’d and taxedof other Nations, 

They clip vs Drunkards and withfwinifhphrafe 

Soilc our addition, and indeed it takes 

S?rom our atchieuements, though perform’d at height: 

The pith and marow of our attribute. 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 
A$in their birth wherein they are not guiltie,. 

(Since nature canpot choofc his origen) 

By their ore- grow'th of fome complexion 

Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts of Reafon^ 

Or by fome habit that too much oredeauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay theftampe of one defeat 
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FmceofV) enmarka 

« .ineNatures liocry, or Fortunes ftarre, 

Hi Venues els be they as pure as grace. 

2c infinite as man may vndergoe,. 

* s Hn the eenerall ccnfure take corruption 
Si chat particular fault :the dram of cafe 
Do'hanth^enobleiubflanecofadoub. 

To Ida ownc fcandail. ^ ^ 

hcl ' 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Haml , 
King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwerc me, 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but telf 
Whv thy canoniz’d bones heatfed in death ■ 

Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulchr * 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr. 

Hath op’t hi* ponderous and marble iawes, 

To caft thec vp again* what may th.s m«~ 

That thou dead coarfe, againe in compleat ftcele 
Reunites thus the glimpfes of tbc Moonc, 

Making night hideous, andwefooles of Nature 

So horridly to (bake owdifpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of out foules. 
Say why is this, wherefore, what fhould we doc ? 

Hora. It beckons you to goe away With it 
As if it feme impartmentdid defire 
To you alone, 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
Itwaues you to a more temooued ground, 

But doe not goe with it. . 

Hora. No, by no meanest 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I Will follow it. 

Hera. Doc not my Lord; 

Ham. Why? what (houldbe the fearc, 

1 doe not fenny life at a pinnes fe V 
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